
The tftftorie of ' 

r* As they are Jbaring,the r Prince and 7* sines 
Pi-its. Your money, j/rf vpon them. they all rttnne away, and pal- 
Poin. Villaines. ftalfte after a blow or two rsins away too, leA- 

honing the booty behind them . 

Trin. Got with much calc. Now merrily to horfe,the theeues 
are flattered, and poffcft with feare fo ftrongly,that they dare 
not meete each other, each takes his fellow foranoffeerjaway 
good Ned, Falftalffe fwcares to death, and lards the leane earth 
as he walkes along : wert not for laughing, I fliouldpitty him. 
Paines. How the rogue roard Exeunt. 

Enter HotJpurfolus,reading a Letter. 

Tut for mine owne part, my Lord, I could be well contented to be 
there, inrejpeci oftheloue / beare your houfe . 

He could be cotented, why is he not then? in the refpett of the 
louehebearcsour houfe : hefhowesin this, he lones hisownc 
barne betterthen heloues ourhoufe. Letn e fee fome more. 

The psirpofeyou vndertake is danger out. 

Why tliats certaine,cis dangerous to take a cold, to fleepe, to 
drinkeftmtl tell you(my Lord foole)out of this net tie danger, 
we pjucke this flower fafety. 

The purpofeyou undertake is dangerous, the ft-iend.es you haste named 
■vnccrtaiue.the time it felft vnforted,andyour whole plot too light, for 
the counterpoife of fo great an oppoftticn . 

Say you fo,fay you fo,l fay vnto you agame.you area fhal* 
low cowardly hinde, & you lie : what a lack-braineisthisrby 
the Lord our plot is a good plot as euer was laid our fnnd true 
&conflant.agood plot, good friends, & ful ofexpeefatioman 
excellent plot, very good friends^whata frofly fpirited rogue 
is this? Why, my Lord of Torrke commends the plot,& the gene* 
rail courfe of the aftion Zounds & I were now by this rafcall, 
1 could braine him with his Ladies Fanne. Is there not iny fa- 
ther, mv vncle,& my fe!fe,Lord Edmund Mortimer, my Lord of 
Torke, and Owen Glendower ? Is fliere not befides the Dowglas ? 
haue l not all their letters to meetc me in Armesby the ninth 
of the next month ? and are they not fome of them fetforward 
already? What a pagan rafcall is this,and in fidell? Ha, you (hall 
fee now m very linccrity of feare and cold heart, will he to the 
Km<\ and lay open all our proceedings. 0,1 could diuidemy 
° ■ felfe, 





tienrie the fourth, 

felfe, and goc to buffets, for mouing fttch a difli of skim Milkc 
with fo honorable an aftion. Hang him, lcthim telltheKing, 
we are prcpared.I will fet forward to night. Enter his Lady’. . 
How now Kate, I muft leaue you within thefe two houres. 

Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone? 

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A baniflit woman from my Harries bed? 

T ell mee.fweet Lord, what is’t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomacke,pleafurc,and thy golden fleepe? 

Why doft thou bend thtneeyes vpon the earth, 

And ftart fo often when thou fitfl alone? 

Why haft thou loft the ftefh blood in thycheekes. 

And giuen my tr eafures and mv rights of thee, 

To thick-eyd trufing,and cui ft melancholy? 

In my faint flumbers.l by thee watchr. 

And heard thee mnrrnure tales of yron Warres, 

Spcaketearmcs of manage to thy boimdingStced, 

Cry courage to the field : And thou haft tafkc 
Of falliesj and retires, trenci ies, tents, 

Ofpallizadoes, frontiers, parapets, 

Of baGiisks, of canon, cu’uerin, 

Of prifoners ran fome, and of fouMeirs flainc. 

And all the current, of a heady fight, 

Thy fpirit within thee hath bin fo at war. 

And thus hath fo beftird thee in thy fleepe, 

That beds of fweat hath flood vpon thy brow, 

Like bubbles in a latediflurbed ftresme, 

And m thy face ftrange motions haue apeard, 

Such as we lee when men reftraine their breath, 

On fome great fodaine haft. O what portents arc thefe i 
Someheauy bufines hath my Lord in hand, 

And I muft know it, elfe heloues me not. * 

Hot. What ho,is Gilliams wJth the Packet o-one? 

Ser . He is, my Lord.an houre agoe. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought thofe Horfes from tbcSheriffe? 

Ser. One Hone, my Lord,he brought cuen now. 

Hot. What Horfe? a roane, a crop eare,is u not? 

Ser. It iSjixiy Lord. 

Hot. 
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